satisfied that the diffic wulties in the way af ea SUIS OF WOrd-pictures, ~ commended it to some American beokseller to 


We have already 
republish. The Messrs. Harnare haw» +1 


published his account of his interview with Lady 


WALDIE’S SELECT CIRCULATING LIBRARY. 


FURNISHING THE BEST POPULAR LITERATURE—MEMOIRS, BIOGRAPHY, NOVELS, TALES, TRAVELS, VOYAGBS, &c. 








PRICE FIVE DOLLARS FOR FIFTY-TWO NUMBERS. 





PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY ADAM WALDIE, NO. 46, CARPENTER STREET, BELOW SEVENTH, PHILADELPHIA. 
(<r, Office under the APPRENTICES’ LIBRARY, rear of the Arcade. 


— 











et 
2D “So do not I,” rejoined the a em Fa gy oe set off with my people iinmediately to prepare for your 
tres, that pass. Is Ehrhart come? is Franchi ready as | reception.” : 

The Hournal of Belles si ae the fest secured the medicine-chest he was in such un} The deed followed the word ; his attendant muleteers 
agony about the other day, and the second the piano-|cracked their whips in the most imposing style—his 

RECOLLECTIONS OF AN EXCURSION _ | forte he swore he would break to pieces uniess it would | ferradors pushed on—the crowd divid ge was 

pert armies tar, pos iota ag erenneseqareliny dhiaen, eal tp Oe 

cobaca and Batalpa. “ All safe—all waiting—and dinner too, my dear |W» , , 

een Se. ~ 7 lord prior; and after that let us get off. No easy mat- | forts of six stout mules we soon reached Bemfica. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ VATREK. t the by, even yet, some of the party being such Beyond this village, a shady lane overhung by elms 
ok ise at dawdling.” yo brought us ~ Nossa we ee a large am of 
prea eco enuron " ,{ Why the grand prior should have dreaded the journey |e Spanish domination in Portugal, But met shattered 

The other day, in examining some papers, I met with|so much I really could not imagine, every pains having by the earthquake. From hence we passed on to La- 
very slight notes of this excursion. Flattering myself) been taken to make it so easy and smooth. It was set-| 5. pos through intricate paved roads bordered by aloes), 
that, per they might not be totally unworthy of|tled he should loll in his dormeuse or in my chaise just as | , routing up to the height of ten or twelve i 
expansion, — wh rete of sation — be- —— sasege 3 ont _ . oe to as a see and colour not unlike gigantic asparagus. 
hold, up rose the w series 0 recol tions | am now|t Ligue of reflection ; topographical enquiries w Lumiares contains a quinta belonging to the Marquess 
ae o: that ee — Kes ap has —<e oa i ppp ~ - ee i py 7 of Anjeja, upon which immense ra have been lavished 
more favour to my former 6 m Whey merited. | who endo SOS 6 Se :|for the wise purpose of pebbling alleys in quaint mosaic 

ate We were to proceed, or rather creep along, by short and patterns, red, black, and blue; building colossal reser- 
FIRST DAY. delaetanie es Regn dy: ctmge Terchigy~ ale om oe haga a ps their — = 
colours, and cu 
The Princo Regent of Portugal, fo Ses ree ch thing that could be bene of, or ey pag of, for a hill into a cosutiiien of aa terraces, under the 
he Prince Kegen ortugal, for reasons With Which | our convenience or relaxation, was to be carried in our dont hould think, of establishing flights of 
I was never entirely acquainted, took it into his royal! train, and nothing left behind but care and sorrow ; two arenes Se panies f iaa = Prone: vo a with 
head, one fair morning, to desire I would pay a visit to! snectres, whe, had they dared to mouut on our shoul. the other, for they.did not appear to lead to any other 
the eee —- os Saya Py ee ders, would have been driven off with a high —— by part of chs anode. * 
my intimate and particular frie 8, the Gran or OF the Prior of St. Vincent's, than whom a more delight- h : to Lie : ducted alow 
Avia, and the Prior of St. Vincent's, as my conductors) ful companion never existed since the days of thove|, valley, between sloping acclivitios varionated by felde 
wad companions. Nothing conld be oy tg 6 ae, polished and gifted canons and cardinals who formed of grain and wild shrubby pastures. The soft air of the 
in many respects, more agreeable ; still, just at this mo-| such a galaxy of talent and facetiousness round Leo the delightful: and the lowitg of herds dee- 
ment, héving what I thought much pleomater engage: Tenth. peamare. Suen the hills ‘oO slake their thirst after a sul- 
wants nearer yee parece P soe that I felt #0 much We were absolutely roused from out repast, over which try day, at springs and foyntains, full of pastoral charm. 
enchanted as I oug *i te a a d to the | the Prior of St. Vincent’s gay, animated conversation was; “It grew dark when werpassed the village of Tojal, and 
aby sron tate dist . seul oe th haar gene ¢| throwing its usual brilliance, by a racket and hubbub on} crossing a bridge over the river Trancao, entered the 
tue seg ao! bag full wo aay it “The the eea-shore that was perfectly distraeting. The space} woody domain of the monks of St. Vincent. Lights 
eurprise; es a th tu y vn Pa’ dreadfully |Petween my villa and the sea was entirely blocked up, | glimmering at tho extremity of an avenue of orange- 
le come emcees : the cher prolate pre a. half the population of Belem having poured forth to wit. | trees directed us to the house, a low picturesque build- 
deen” : . se ness our departure. The lubberly drivers of the bag-jing, half villa, half hermitage. Our reception was so 
more animated, and quite ready for ee expedition. i gage-carts were fighting and squabbling amongst them- | truly exhilarating, so perfectly all in point of comfort 
thought I remeys ke aed of i — “ — cs. selves for precedence. One of the most Jambering of}and luxury that the heart of man or even churchman 
ope, 0 6reN s hope th nob i likel poche | these ill-constructed vehicles, laden with a large, heavy |could desire, that we willingly promised to pass the 
cruise of 0 seer pee ti oy . a, enous | marquee, had its hind wheels already well buffeted by | whole of to-morrow in this cheerful residence, and defer 
» Saison, sla < ‘eg te rapa My frequent collision with |! waves. At length it moved off; and then barst 








our further progress till the day following. 
royalty forth such a vociferation and —_ ee ae of 
Age . “ Long live the prince !” and “ g live t arialvas, a 
en phys anager aan and all their friends into the bargain !"—the English. 


- : r a a SECOND DAY. 

: : : : f course included—as, I expected, would have fixe 4th June. 
conveniences, and to take with them their confidential | "8" ° : , une 
acolytes and secretaries, as well as some of their fayour- a headache for life — the unhappy grand a, The sunbeams entering my windows summoned me 
ite quadrupeds, we had in the train of the latter-men-| Amongst other noises which gave him no small an-|¢, enjoy the fresh morning breeze blowing over the un- 
tioned animals a rare rabble of grooms, ferradors, and) noyance, might be reckoned the outrageous snortings interrupted mass of foliage which fills up the whole val- 
mule-drivers. To these, my asual followers being added,|and neighings of both his favourite high-pampered ley belonging to the convent, 

we formed altogether a caravan which, camels and dro-| Chaise-horses, out of compliment to one of my delicate} “after breakfast we walked amongst well-cultivated 
medaries excepted, would have cut no despicable figure| English mares, who was trying to get through the 


even on the route of Mecca or Meschid Ali ! 


crowd with a most engaging air of sentimental retiring 


The rallying point, the general rendezvous for the| modesty. 


whole of this heterogeneous assemblaye, was my quinta 


vegetables, fields of Indian wheat as healthy and vigor- 
ous as any that ever flourished in the islands which float 
about like rafis on the lake of Mexico, andthe most « 


Half laughing and half angry lest some unfortunate 


of San José, commanding in full prospect the entrance | kick or plunge might deprive me of her agreexble ser- 


trees, perhaps in Portugal. Every inch ef ground witb- 

of the Tagus, crowded with vessels arriving from every | vices, I refrained not from crying out to the grand|in this enclosure is turned to the most advantageous 
country under the heavens, messengers of joy to some,| prior, “ For pity’s sake, let as dawdle and doodle no|account: the oranges alone produce from seven to eight 
of sorrow to others, but all with expanded sails equally |longer, but drive through this mob if it be possible,|thousand cruzades a year. A very active lay-brother 
brightening in the beams of the cheerful sun, and scud-| You see what a disturbance the glorious fuss which has|has the management of this furtunate spot, and is con- 
ding along over the blue sparkling waves with equal} been st about this journey has occasioned ; you|tinually extending its limits over the bare hills in the 
celerity. . see the result of a surfeit of superfluities ; really, if we|neighbourhood, many of which are comprised within 

“Here I am, my dear friend,” said the grand prior to! had been setting forth to explore the kingdom of Pres-|the domain of the fathers. 
me as I handed him out of his brother the old Marquis! ter John, or the identical spot where Don Sebastian left] The river Trancao, which runs through the garden, 
of Marialva’s most sey sap dormeuse, which had/|his bones, (if true it be that the shores of Africa, and|is diminished to a brook at this season; but that brook 
been lent to him expressly for this trying occasion. “ Be-| not some pet dungeon of King Philip, received them,) |is cloar, ond flows rapidly. Its rocky edges, worn into 
hold me at last,” (at last indeed, this being the third put-| we could searcely have gotten together a grander array jirregular shapes by winter torrents, bloom with the 
off I had experienced,) “ ever delighted with your com-| of incumbrances. At this rate, we shall have vccasion|rose-coloured flowers of the oleander. ‘heir appent 
pany, but not so much so with the expedition we are} to put our tent in requisition this very night, unless wejance was strikingly beautiful—many of these shrubs 
going to undertake.” dete 

“ 


extensive orchards of orange, apricots, and other fruit 


r our journey again, and sleep under my roof at San|had attained the height of fifteen or sixteen feet. 
hope it will not turn out so unpleasant after all,” | José.” But one of the grandest objects of the vegetable world 
was my answer ; “ for my own part, I quite long to see!“ No, no,” said the Prior of St. Vincent's ; “ we shall 
Alcobaga.’ 


which ever met ay ae is a bay-tree, situated in the 
sleep at my convent’s pleasant quinta of Tojal. 1 shall orange orchards, above which it 
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towers majestically, clothed with luxuriant boughs that 
glisten with health and vigour. It consists of about 
thirty stems, none less than two feet, and some thirty- 
eight inches in diameter, springing from one root, and 
rising to the height of sixty-four feet. I loitered away 
the sultry hours of mid-day most pleasantly under its 
deep, fragrant shade, 

he prior had ordered a fishing party for our amuse- 
ment ;—no great amusement, however, for one who de- 
tests the sight of wretched aniimals, inveigled from their 
cool aquatic homes, and cast on a dry bank, gasping for 
life and distending their jaws in torment. Full often 
have I fancied what woful grimaces we children of 
Adam would be compelled to make, should ever the 
colossal inhabitants of a superior planet be permitted 
on some dread day of retribution to drop down on the 
earth on an angling tour, and fish us out of our element 
for their dinner or recreation. No wunt of sport need 
be apprehended in this case—plenty would bite. Men 
have in general such wide-open appetites for the objects 
of their individual pursuit, that, only render the bait 
sufficiently tempting, ane I promise they swallow it, 
hook and all. So few set any bounds to their voracious. 
ness, that a shark might be chosen president of a tem- 
porance society with equal justice. Courtesy obliged both 
the grand prior and Doctor Ehrhart, as well as myself, 
to remain much longer than we wished on the banks of 
the river, witnessing the joy of the anglers, and the 
struggles of the expiring fish. 

About two we returned home, through shady alleys 
of curious citron-trees, collected from every part of the 
Portuguese dominions on this and on the uther side of 
the ocean, divided by tall canes mantied with vines, 
which promise, like every plant in this happy enclosure, 
an abundant produce. The nightingales were singing 
in the recesses of woods impenetrable to the sun, and al 
the same timo, I am sorry to add, frogs were croaking 
.a deep thorough-.bass to this enchanting melody. 

We dined late for the sake of devouring the produce 
of our fishery, prepared by the fishermen themselves— 
a sort of matelotte, which my famous Simon, the most 
incomparable of cooks, declared, with a smile of ineffa- 
ble contempt, was only fit to be placed before persons 
dying with hunger, and cast away on some desolate 

nd 


In the cool of the evening we drove through tlie vil- 
lage of Tojal to a palace of the patriarch, containing 
nothing very remarkable, except a vestibule with a tri- 
bune looking into a church. The wails of this gallery 
are lined with the richest marbles of Spain and Portu- 
gal, disposed in panels, and ornamented with an over. 
whelming profusion of doubly and trebly gilt bronze 
ornaments, in that style of lavish expenditure, carried 
to such triumphant excess by that most magnificent of 
modern Solomons, King John the Fifth. 

After seeing ourselves reflected on all sides in tablets 
innumerable, polished like mirrors, we repaired to an 
immense parterre—the fluttest, the richest in red and 
yellow flowers, and the most like a Turkey carpet, of 

‘any IL ever had the vexation of visiting either in Holland 
or Germany. I was glad to escape from this far-spread 
expanse of pomposity and dulness, and return to the 
simple orange thickets of my amiuble friend, where | 
walked till almost midnight, listening to the nightin- 
gales, which at length had shamed the frogs to silence. 


—_— 
THIRD DAY. 


5th June. 


The first sounds I heard upon awakening this supe- 
riorly fine and glowing morning, was not “ the charm of 
early birds,” but the obstreperous rattle of a violent 
altercation, or, in simple truth, a downright squabble 
which broke out, in the vestibule adjoining my room, be- 
tween the Grand Prior's seeretary and a confidential 
attendant of my good friend of St. Vincent's. 

“You know,” said the first-mentioned shrill-voiced 
——— personage, “ my master is too lazy to stir 

‘from his shady quarters whilst the san shines out in 
so fierce a manner.” 

* You know,” answered the other, “that we have busi- 
ness of urgency at Alcobaga, and the Prince Regent's 
command to perform it with the less delay the better.” 

* You do not pretend,” rejoined the secretary, “ do you, 
to force on his excellency, whether he will or not ?” 

“ What, does he mean to loiter the whole day in our 
—_ of Eden? Shall we not advance as far as Cada- 

iz in the cool of the evening ?” 

“ Not we: his excellency has made up his mind to 
take his fill of repose, and [ am not the man to contra- 
dict him,” 

“Then you are a rebellious fool for your pains, and 


have forgotten his royal highness’s express orders. Go 
on drinking the waters of Lethe, if you dare.” 

“ Va beber,” &c.—* Go, drink the filthiest puddle in 
these orchards,” rejoined the waspish and irritated 
secretary. 

Tingle, tingle, tingle, went the grand prior’s silver 
bell ; off ran the disputants, and out came I into the vast 
echoing vestibule, opening by as many glazed doors as 
there are days in a month, into the orange orchards. 

if ever a decent excuse could be offered for perfect 
laziness, it was to be found in the warm, enervating at- 
mosphere, loaded with perfume, which universally in- 
vested this pleasant umbrageous region. «No wonder my 
lord of Aviz, the most consummate professor of “ il dolce 
far niento” in all Portugal, and Algarve to boot, could 
not be withdrawn from it without infinite reluctance. 
He could hardly even be persuaded to traverse a short 
avenue which led to a summer pavilion on the banks of 
the river, where our morning collation was prepared. 
The prior of St. Vincent’s had a sort of romantic scheme 
of having our repast spread out on a little remnant of 
green sward which the heats had spared, and sitting 
down to it in the oriental style ; but his illustrious col- 
league gently intimated a preference to chairs and 
tables. 

In addition to our usual party, I found a certain padre, 
Machado, or Azevedo, or some such name, who had not 
been long returned trom China—nay, from Pekin itself. 
During his residence at Macao, he had learnt sufficient 
English from one of the padres of our Canton factory— 
the chaplain, I suppose—to read Sir William Chambers’ 
most florid essay on Chinese gardening. I asked him 
how many words of truth there might happen to be in 
all this luxuriant description? He answered, not in plain 
English, but in a most delectable jargon, half Chinese 
sing-song, half lingua franca—*“ ‘There be ten tousand 
time ten tousand.” 

“You don’t mean to assure me,” said I, “that our 
famous architect’s most wonderful account of the magical 
splendour of ¥ venming-Y ven and Tchang-tchung- 
Y ven is not exaggerated ?” 

“It is not,” answered the padre in sound Portuguese, 
having quitted the straits and shallows of very seanty 
English for the full flow of his vernacular language :—* 1 
have seen greater wonders than he—I have seen in the 
depth of winter a whole extent of garden warmed by a 
deliciously mild and scented vapour, and all the trees 
covered with silken leaves and artificial flowers, and, on 
a pool of water, as clear and transparent as the sky it 
reflected, hundreds of gaily enamelled ducks, formed of 
metal, swimming by mechanism, and by mechanism 
opening all their bills and uttering their accustomed 
sound with their usual volubility, and swallowing the 
food the eunuchs of the palace cast to them,—ay, and 
returning it again, to all appearance most happily digest. 
ed, the emperor standing by all the while, laughing at 
my surprise, and believing himself neither more nor less, 
1 am entirely convinced, than an incarnation of the god 
Fo!” 

“ Dreadful!” exclaimed the grand prior: “1 wonder 
he has not shared the fate of Nebuchadnezzar !” 

“ He should have been sent to grass at once,” observ- 
ed the prior of St. Vincent's. 

“That would have been a pity,” rejoined the ex-mis- 
sionary ; “ for, notwithstanding his ‘lartarean nonsense 
about incarnations and such like, and the impossibility 
I experienced of making him comprehend our own ineffa- 
ble mysteries, I must declare him to be a wise monarch 
and an excellent man.” 

“That is more difficult to believe than all you have 
told us,” observed.the grand prior, “when we reflect 
upon the horrid impiety of believing one's self Fo.” 

“There is no lie in the world people will not believe,” 
replied the missionary, “ provided they are o/ten told it 
by flatterers in whom, for the very reason they ought 
not, they take wp in placing confidence; and when 
all the princes of the blood, all the courtiers, and all the 
mandarins of the different tribunals, are continually 
pouring forth addresses at the foot of the throne, assur- 
Ing his imperial majesty Kien-Long, that he is the son 
of heaven, a god upon earth! what would you have him 
do?” 

“Go to the devil his own way, as there is no other 
remedy,” said our hospitable host, with a hearty laugh. 
“We are to conclude, no doubt, you did your best to 
bring him round; perhaps you may succeed better an- 
other time.’—(The padre was on the eve of returning 
to his mission.)}—* And now let us go to mass,” con- 
tinued the prior, bowing to his excellency of Aviz, “ and 
pray for the emperor’s conversion !”’ 

d to mass they went, and then a fishing; and the 
evening of this day was like the morning—all warmth, 








and chat, and idleness. 


FOURTH DAY. 
6th June, 

At length it pleased heaven to inspire the grand prior 
with oottevent resolution to phe the it peas of 
excuses for loitering being exhausted. The air had be- 
come much cooler; and the sun being overcast, we ex- 
perienced a first rate blessing—that of traveling under a 
canopy of clouds, which had the kindness not to disperse 
till we passed A! Priate,a chateau belonging to the Duke 
d’Alafoens. 

This sumptuous abode, with pompous high roofs, and 
courts, and avenues, as Frenchified as their illustrious 
master, is placed in a valley which would have been 
pleasant enough had any other trees except the pale leaden 
coloured olive happened to predominate. 

After jolting along in rather a convulsive manner for 
about a » and receiving many a pinch from my 
alarmed and nervous companion, we emerged from a 
chaos of ruts and sandbanks into the great highway 
which leads to the Caldas through Alhandra, Povos, and 
Villa Franca. 

All these places, not ugpleasantly situated on the banks 
of the Tagus, have quintas, palaces, and fidalgos, as well 
as their betters; but the country which surrounds them 
is Pane nearly as flat, and as rich in ditches, sluices,. 
and other means of irrigation, as the environs of Ant- 
werp itself. Her most faithful majesty sometimes resort- 
ing to the Caldas, the road is kept in tolerable repair. 

At every league, pedestals with vases upon them meet 
the eye; and at no very distant intervals, architectural 
fountains, which have not yet entirely forgotten the 
purpose for which they were ereeted, and still contrive 
to dribble out a scanty and turbid stream. 

As we approached Carregado, scenes of boundless 
plenty began to expand themselves; unlimited fields of 

urkish corn, fine barley, and black Sicilian wheat, the 
ears bending to the ground with their weight. 

We now abandoned the high road in order to reach 
Cadafaiz, another ample domain under the government 
of our hospitable friend, where we arrived late in the 
afternoon. There we found ourselves in a most com- 
fortable antiquated mansion, perfectly cool and clean; 
the floors neatly matted, the tables covered with the 
finest white linen, and, in bright clear caraffes of Vene- 
tian glass, the most beautiful carnations I ever met with, 
even at Genoa in the Durazzo gardens. 

The wide latticed windows of the apartment allotted 
to me, commanded the view of a boundless vineyard 
in full luxuriant leaf, divided by long broad tracts of 
thyme and camomile, admirably well kept and nicely 
weeded. From this immense sea of green leaves rose a 
nuinber of plum, pear, orange, and apricot trees; the 
latter procured by the monks directly from Damascus, 
and bearing, as I can testify, that most delicious fruit of 
its kind called “ eggs of the sun” by the Persians ;—even 
insects and worms seem to respect it, for no trace could 
I discover of their having preyed on its smooth glowing 
rind and surrounding foliage. 

Beyond these truly Hesperian orchards, very lofty 
hills swell into the most picturesque forms, varied by 
ledges of rock, and completely inclose this calm retire- 
ment; wild healthful spots of delicate herbage, which 
the goats and sheep, whose bells I heard tinkling in the 
distance, are scarcely more partial to than myself. 

How often, contrasting my present situation with the 
horrid disturbed state of almost every part of the conti. 
nent, did I bless the hour when my steps were directed 
to Portugal! As TI sat in the nook of my retired win- 
dow, I looked with complacency on a roof which shel- 
tered no scheming hypocrites,—on tables, on which per- 
haps no newspaper had ever been thrown, and on neat 
white pillows, guiltless of propping up the heads of those 
assassins of real prosperity—political adventurers. The 
very air which kept playing around my temples seemed 
to breathe contentment; it was genia ly warm, not op- 
pressive, and brought with it the intermingled fragrance 
of mountain herbs and native flowers. 


—<_— 
FIFTH DAY. 


Tth June. 
Not long after daybreak, whilst alk the dews of the 
morning were still waiting to be dried up, I took a ram. 
ble over the hills, and, on one of their level summits, 

discovered an irregular opening with rude steps leadi 
down to a little cavern hewn out of a pumice rock, blesse 
with a tinkling spring, and mantled all over with the 
deliciously-scented flowers of the Lonicera tribe in wild 





jJuxuriant p . tly the sort of grotto described 
in Gil Blas as the resort of Algerine pirates. There I 
proposed reading pocket i M 
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sharing the deep reveries of these intellectual and Cow 
ley-like poets: but fate denied me the enjoyment of such 
dreamy happiness. The sober reality of proceeding on 
our expedition, and particularly of paying a visit to the 
Caldas, was enforced by my right reverend conductors. 

Having a presentiment that the said Caldas were as 
hot as the suburbs at least of the infernal regions, I 
begged and entreated we might not stop at such a close, 
stifling, unpoetical place, but, after taking refreshment 
under our tent in the open country, make the best of our 
way boldly and resolutely to Alcobaga. 

“Impossible!” said the grand prior. ‘ Possible!” 
exclaimed the Prior of St. Vincent. The vote of the 
latter carried it, and we got on three or four Icagues at a 

ood round pace ; the bells of our mules sounding cheer- 
fi , and their drivers singing in chorus, to the surprise, 
if not delight, of my English grooms and attendants. 

Thus far all had gone on, as to road, pretty tolerably ; 
but we had scarcely left the Caldas in arrear about two 
miles on the right, before “the way was all before us 
where to choose ;” no distinct track for such lumbering 
carriages as we were burthened with being visible. In 
attempting to advance, we stuck fast: both the mules 
and their drivers seemed so sincerely alarmed at the 
prospect before them, and reduced to such utter despair, 
that my right reverend fellow travellers, who most fully 
sympathised in these not unfounded terrors, determined 
to call the posse comitatus to our aid. A messenger was 
despatched for that purpose to a neighbouring village, of| 
which I never suspected the existence, it being com- 
pletely buried in a deep narrow ravine, not unlike one of 
those enormous ruts which many people fancy they have 
discovered in the moon. The messenger soon returned 
with a very efficient magistrate, and thirty or forty stout 
well clothed peiisants. 

A village Hercules putting his shoulder to the wheel, 
we got aut of this scrape; but it was only to fall into 
another, and so on from bad to worse, till patience itself 
was exhausted. The day was wearing apace; we had 
not advanced upon our voyage of discovery at the rate of 
above three miles in two hours. The carriages laboured 
and rolled like vessels on a swelling sea after a storm. 
At length ropes were applied to steady them, deafening 
shouts of encouragement addressed to men and mules, 
and in an hour more we were approaching Alcobaga. 

The first sight of this regal monastery is very impos- 
ing ; and the picturesque, well wooded and well watered 
village, out of the quiet bosom of which it appears to rise, 
telieves the mind from a sense of oppression the huge 
domincering bulk of the conventual buildings inspire. 

We had no sooner hove in sight, and we loomed largé, 
than a most tremendous ring of bells of extraordinary 
power announced our speedy arrival. A special aviso, or 
broad hint from the secretary of state, recommending 
these magnificent monks to receive the grand prior and 
his companions with peculiar graciousness, thé whole 
community, including fathers, friars, and subordinates, 
at least four hundred strong, were drawn up in grand 
spiritual array on the vast platform before the monastery 
to bid us welcotf¥e. At their head the abbot himself, in 
his costume of High Almoner of Portugal, advanced to 
give us a cordial embrace. 

It was quite delectable to witness with what cooings 
and comfortings the Lord Abbot of Alcobaga greeted his 
right reverend brethren of Aviz and St. Vincent’s—turtle 
doves were never more fondlesome, at least in outward 
appearance. Preceded by these three graces of holiness, 
I entered the spacious, massive, and somewhat austere 
Saxon looking church. All was gloom, exccpt where the 
perpetual lamps burning before the high altar diffused a 
light most solemn and religious—(inferior twinkles from 
side chapels and chantries are not worth mentioning.) 
To this altar my high clerical conductors repaired, whilst 
the full harmonious tones of several stately organs, ac- 
companied by the choir, proclaimed that they were in 
the act of adoring the real Presence. 

Whilst these devout prostrations were performing, I 
lost not a moment in visiting the sepulchral chapel, 
where lie interred Pedro the Just and his beloved Inez. 
The light which reached this solemn recess of a most 
solemn edifice, was so subdued and hazy, that I could 
hardly distinguish the elaborate sculpture of the tomb, 
which reminded me, both as to design and execution, of 
the Beauchamp monument at Warwick, so rich in fret- 
work and imagery. 

Just as I was giving way to the affecting reveries 
which such an object could not fail of exciting in a bosom 
the least susceptible of romantic impressions, in came 
the grand priors, hand in hand, all three er. “To 
the kitchen,” said they in perfect unison,—* to the kitch- 
en, and that immediately ; you will then judge whether 
we have been wanting in zeal to regale you.” 





Such a summons, so conveyed, was irresistible; the 


three prelates led the way tu, I verily believe, the most 
distinguished temple of gluttony in all Europe. What 
Glastonbury may have been in its palmy state, I cannot 
answer; but my eyes never beheld, in any modern con- 
vent of France, Italy, or Germany, such an enormous 
space dedicated to culinary purposes. ‘Through the 
centre of the immense and nobly grvined hall, not less 
than sixty feet in diameter, ran a brisk rivulet of the 
clearest water, flowing through pierced wooden reser- 
voirs, containing every sort and size of the finest river 
fish. On one side loads of game and venison were heap- 
ed up; on the other, vegetables and fruit in endless va- 
riety. Beyond a long \ine of stoves extended a row of 
ovens, and close to them hillocks of wheaten flour, whiter 
than snow, rocks of sugar, jars of the purest oil, and 
pastry in vast abundance, which a numerous tribe of lay 
brothers and their attendants were rolling out and puffing 
up into a hundred shapes, singing all the while as blithe- 
ly as larks in a corn field. 

My servants, and those of their reverend excellencies 
the two priors, were standing by in the full glee of wit- 
nessing these hospitable preparations, as well pleased, and 
as much flushed, as if they had been just returned from 
assisting at the marriage at Cana in Galilee. “There,” 
said the lord abbot,—“ we shall not starve: God's 
bounties are great, it is fit we should enjoy them.”—(By 
the by, I thought this allegro, contrasted with the pense- 
roso of scarecrow convents, quite delightful.)—* An hour 
hence supper will be ready,” continued the lord abbot, 
“in the meanwhile, let me conduct you to your apart- 
ment; it has only bare walls, for we learnt of your arri- 
val too late this morning to put up our fine hangings.” 

I found the apartment, which was composed of an 
ante-room, saloon, and bedchamber, lofly and rather 
pleasant. Though the walls were naked, the ceiling was 
gilt and painted, the floor spread with Persian ca of | 
the finest texture, and the tables in rich velvet petticoats, 
decked out with superb ewers and basins of chased silver, 
and towels bordered with point-lace of a curious antique 
pattern,—a strange mixture of simplicity and magnifi- 
cence. I had my own bed pitched in one of the spacious 
alcoves, to the apparent surprise if not displeasure of the 
monk appointed to give me attendance. However, I 
made myself very comfortable; took a foot bath as se- 
renely as if I had been at Abraham’s tent door, and 
waited in a perfect refreshing calm till three thundering 
knocks at the outward portal annuunced the abbot him. 
self, coming to lead me to the banquet hall. 

We passed through a succession of cloisters and galle- 
ries, which the shades of evening rendered dimly visible, 
till we entered a saloon, superb indeed, covered with pic- 
tures, and lighted up by a profusion of wax tapers in 
sconces of silver. Right in the centre of this stately room 
stood. a most ample table, covered with fringed embroi- 
dered linen, and round it four ponderous fauteuils for the 

uest and the three prelates; so we formed a very com. 
ortable partie quarrée. 

The banquet itself consisted of not only the most »ex- 
cellent usual fare, but rarities and delicacies of past sea. 
sons and distant countries; exquisite sausages, potted 
laropreys, strange messes from the Brazils, and others 
still stranger from China, (edible birds’ nests and sharks’ 
fins,) dressed after the latest mode of Macao by a Chi- 
nese lay brother. Confectionary and fruits were out of 
the question here; they awaited us in an adjoining still 
more spacious and sumptuous apartinent, to which we 
retired from the effluvia of viands and sauces. 

In this apartment we found Franchi and the Grand 
Prior of Aviz’s secretary, the Prior of St. Vincent's aco. 
lyte, aud ten or twelve principal personages of the neigh- 
bourhood, most eager to enjoy a stare at the stranger 
whom their lordly abbot delighted tohonour. The table 
being removed, four good looking novices, lads of fifteen 
or sixteen, demure even to primness, came in, bearing 
cassolettes of Goa fillagree, steaming with a fragrant va- 
pour of Calambac, the finest quality of wood of aloes. 

This pleasing ceremony performed, the saloon was 
cleared out as if for dancing. I flattered myself we were 
going to be favoured with a bolero, fandango, or perhaps 
the fofa itself,—a dance as decent as the ballets exhibited 
for the recreation of Muley Liezit, his most exemplary 
Marocchese majesty. A crowd of clarionet and guitar 
players, dressed in silk dominoes like the serenaders in 
Italian burlettas, followed by a posse of young monks 
and young gentlemen in secular dresses as stiff as buck- 
ram, began an ion of the most decorous 
and tiresome minuets I ever witnessed, ten times longer, 
and, alas! ten times less ridiculous, than even the long 
minuet at Bath. 

Tired to death of remaining motionless, and’ desirous 
of exhibiting something a little out of the common way, 
I gently hinted a wish to dance, and that I should have 





to take me out. It would not do—they kept their state. 

Yawning piteously, I longed for the hour when it should 

become lawful to retire to bed; which I did right gladly 

when the blessed hour came, after good-nighting, and 

being good-nighted with another round of ceremony. 
—=— 


SIXTH DAY. 
8th June. 

I rose early, slipped out of my pompous apartment, 
strayed about endless corridors—not a soul stirring. 
Looked into a gloomy hall, much encumbered with gild- 
ed ornaments, and grim with the ill sculptured effigies of 
kings; and another immense chamber, with white walls 
covered with pictures in black lacquered frames, most 
hideously unharmonious. 

One portrait, the full size of life, by a very ancient Por. 
tuguese artist named Vasquez, attracted my minute at- 
tention. It represented no less interesting a persona 
than St. Thomas a Becket, and looked the character in 
perfection ;—lofty in stature and expression of counte- 
nance ; pale, but resolute, like one devoted to death in his 
great cause ; the very being Dr. Lingard has portrayed 
in his admirable history. 

From this chamber I wandered down several flights 
of stairs to a cloister of the earliest Norman architecture, 
having in the centre a fountain of very primitive form, 
spouting forth clear water abundantly into a marble 
basin. Twisting and straggling over this uncouth mass 
of sculpture are several orange trees, gnarled and crab- 
bed, but covered with fruit and flowers, their branches 
grotesque and fantastic, exacily such as a Japanese 
would delight in, and copy on his caskets and screens; 
their age most venerable, for the traditions of the convent 
assured me that they were the very first imported from 
China into Portugal. There was some comfort in these 
objects; every other in the place looked dingy and dis- 
mal, and steeped in a green and yellow melancholy. 

On the damp, stained and mossy walls, I noticed vast 
numbers of sepulchral inscriptions (some nearly effaced) 
to the memory of the knights slain at the battle of Alju- 
barota: I gave myself no trouble to make them out, but 
continuing my solitary ramble, visited the refectory, a 
square of seventy or eighty feet, begloomed by dark co- 
loured painted windows, and disgraced by tables covered 
with not the cleanest or least unctuous linen in tho 
world, 

I had proceeded thus far, when three venerable fathers, 
of most grave and solemn aspect, made their appearance ; 
to whom having bowed as lowly ag_Abraham did to his 
angelic visiters, I received as many profound obeisances 
in return, and a summons to breakfast. This I readily 
obeyed : it wanted three-quarters of eight, and I was as 
hungry as a stripling novice. The Prior of Aviz having 
supped too amply the night before, did not appear; but 
he of St. Vincents, all kindness and good digestion, did 
the honours with cordial grace, and made tea as skilfully 
as the most complete old dowager in Christendom. 
My Lord of Alcobacca was absent,—engaged, as I was 
told, and readily believed, upon conventual affairs of urg- 
ent importance. 

The repast finished, and not soon, our whole morning 
was taken up with sceing sights, though not exactly the 
sights I most wished to see. Some MSS. of the foar- 
teenth century, containing, I have been assured, tra- 
ditional records of Pedro the Just and the Severe, were 
what I wished for, but they either could not or would 
not be found; and instead of being allowed to muke this 
interesting research, or having it made for me, we were 
conducted to a most gorgeous and glistening sacristy, 
worthy of Versailles itself, adorned with furbelows of 
gilt bronze, flaunting over panels of jasper and porphyry: 
copes and vestments, some almost as ancient as the reign 
of Alfonzo Henriquez, and others embroidered at Rome 
with gold and pearl, by no means barbaric, were display. 
ed before us in endless succession, 

(To be continued.) 
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ENMITOR’S TABLE. 

Historical Family Library.—A perfect imi- 
tation of “ Waldie” is before us, published at 
Cadiz, Ohio, called the Historical Family Li- 
brary; it is to appear every two weeks. It com- 
mences with Hallam’s Middle Ages, and will 
contain Rollin, Napier, Southey’s Brazil, &c. 
&c. The design is too copious for the price ; 
though we wish it success, we are doubtful of 
its prosperity ; the price is $2.50 in advance. 

Lamartine’s Pilgrimage.—We have been so . 





no objection were one of the three right reverend priors 


entirely absorbed and delighted with Lamartine, 
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that we should do injustice to our feelings to 
notice it when we are so straitened for space. 
It is an enchanting production, and we are al- 
most prepared to say positively it shall appear 
in our pages; its length is the only objection, 
and we doubt its being an objection, for it is 
beyond all question the best book of the kind 
which has appeared on the East. The heart of 
the poetical author is exquisitely tender, and his 
pictures vivid and curious in the highest degree. 

Beckford’s Visit.—'l'o gratify our readers 
with the early perusal of Mr. Beckford’s visit to 
the monasteries, we have surrendered nearly all 
our space this week, and shall be able probably 
to conclude the work in our next Journal by 
doubling its size. Like his Italy and Portugal, 
all is gorgeous in description, and yet much is 
indistinct ; as printed in this Journal, it is at 
least very cheap to our readers, who would 
hardly have pardoned its omission. 

Sketch Book of Character.—These two en- 
tertaining and curious volumes were teceived 
on our table last week only in time to get a 
brief title in our list of publications ; it is of a 
cluracter to meet the demands of a large class 
of readers, and also of another class, who seize 
all such books for reference. This work will 
soon be out of print; it contains more remark- 
able incidents than any thing of the kind we are 
acquainted with ; from every character a novel 
might be made. We subjoin the entire title :— 
“The Sketch Book of Character ; or curious 
and authentic narratives and anecdotes respect- 
ing extraordinary individuals, exemplifying the 
imperfections of circumstantial evidence, illustra- 
tive of the tendency of credulity and- fanaticism, 
and recording singular instances of voluntary 
human suffering and interesting occurrences.” 
It is published by Carey & Hart at a cheap rate. 

Huntingdon's Geography.—A second and im- 
proved edition of Huntingdon’s Modern School 
Geography, published at Hartford, has been laid 
on our table. The large atlas which accompa- 


nies it is an admirable one, and the letter press 


is correct as far as we have examined it. The 
publishers are R. White, and Hutchinson & 
Dwyer. 


Madden's West Indies.—Just as our last|*?% 


Journal went to press, we received Carey, Lea 
& Blanchard’s neat edition of Madden’s West 
Indies, for which there is no doubt an extensive 
demand. 

Major Downing’s Letters have arrived at a 
second London edition ! 

Museum.—The contents of the September 
number of the Museum next week ; the work 
is in the bindery, and will be immediately deli- 
vered to subscribers. It affords us pleasure to 
state that the Museum is steadily advancing in 
public favour under its new guidance. 

Many new productions must wait for more 
leisure and space. 


——— 


VARIETIES. 

The Flea-poets of France.—Towards the close of the 
sixteenth century, a whim at Poictiers gave rise toa 
volume of various authorship on the puce seen on Malle. 
Roches’ fair bosom, which Pasquier introduced to litera. 
ty distinction; we can only refer to it, and give the 
concluding illustration of the subject :— 

“ Before (says the Doctor) I skip back to the point 
from which my own flea and the Poictiers’ flea have led 
me, I must tell a story of an English lady who, under 
a similar circumstance, was not so fortunate as Pas. 
quier’s accomplished friend. This lady, who lived in 
the country, and was about to have a large dinner party, 
was ambitious of making as great a display as her hus. 


nish ; 80, that there might seem no lack of servants, a 
great lad, who had been employed only in farm-work, 
was trimmed and dressed for the occasion, and ordered 
to take his stand behind his mistress’s chair, with strict 
injunctions not to stir from the place, nor do any thing 
unless she direeted him; the lady well knowing that, 
although no footman could make a better appearance as 
a piece of still-life, some awkwardness would be inevi- 
table if he were put in motion. Accordingly, Thomas, 
having thus been duly drilled and repeatedly enjoined, 
took his post at the head of the table behind his mis. 
tress: and for a while he found sufficient amusement in 
looking at the grand set-out, and staring at the guests. 
When he was weary of this, and of an inaction to which 
he was so little used, his eyes began to pry about nearer 
objects, It was at a time when our ladies followed the 
French fashion of having the back and shoulders, under 
the name of the neck, uncovered much lower than ac- 
cords either with the English climate or with old Eng- 
lish notions; a time when, as Lundor expresses it, the 
usurped dominion of neck had extended from the ear 
downwards, almost to where merinaids become fish. 
This lady was in the height or lowness of that fashion ; 
and between her shoulder-blades, in the hollow of the 
back, not far from the confines where nakedness and 
clothing met, Thomes espied what Pasquier had seen 
apon the neck of Mademoiselle des Roches. The guests 
were too much engaged with the business and the cour- 
tesics of the table, to see, what must have been worth 
seeing, the transfiguration produced in ‘Thomas’s coun- 
tenance by delight, when he saw so fine an opportunity 
of showing himself attentive, and making himself use- 
ful. The lady was too much occupied with her com. 
pany to feel the flea ; but to her horror she felt the great 
finger and thumb of Thomas upon her back, and to her 
greater horror heard him exclaim in exultation, to the 
still greater amusement of the party—‘a viea, a viea! 
weer ecod, I’ve cautcht ’en!’”—The Doctor, vol. 


Repentance.—The late Rev. Mr. G——, happening 
one day to go into the churchyard, where the beadle 
was employed, neck-deep, in a grave, throwing up the 
mould and bones t make way for another person, thus 
accosted him—“ Well, Saunders, that’s a work you're 
einployed in well calculated to make an old man like 
you thoughtful. I wonder you dinna repent o’ your 
evil ways.” The old worthy, resting himself on the 
head of his spade, and taking a pinch of snuff, replied, 
“TI thought, sir, ye kent that there was no repentance 
in the grave.”— The Laird of Logan. 

Passage in Shakspeare corrected.—“ Vaulting ambition 

that o’erleaps itself,” should be “its sell.” Sell is sad- 
dle in Spenser and elsewhere, from the Latin and Italian. 
This emendation was shown to the late Mr. Hazlitt, an 
acute man at least, who expressed his conviction that it 
was the right reading, and added somewhat more in ap- 
probation of it.—Landor’s examination of William Shak- 
re. 
Comets and Women.—Comets, doubtless, answer some 
wise and good purpose in the creation ; so do women. 
Comets are i hensible, beautiful, and eccentric ; 
so are women. Comets shine with peculiar splendour, 
but at night appear most brilliant ; so do women, Co- 
mets confound the most learned when they attempt to 
ascertain their nature; so do women. Comets equally 
excite the admiration of the philosopher and of the clown 
of the valley ; so do women. Comets and women, there- 
fore, are closely analagous ; but, the nature of each be- 
ing inscrutable, all that remains for us to do is, to view 
with admiration the one, and almost to adoration love 
the other. 
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Hew American Publications. 


The Cruise of the Midge, by the author of Tom 
Cringle’s Log, &c. New series. 3 vols. Carey & Hart. 

The Comprehensive Pronouncing and Explanatory 
Dictionary of the English Language, with Pronouncing 
Vocabularies of Classical, Scripture, and Modern Geo- 

raphical Names, by J. E. Worcester. 1 vol. 12mo. 
ton: Hilliard, Gray & Co. 

An Elementary Dictionary for Common Schools, &c. 
by the same. 

French Reader, consisting of Selections from Classi- 
cal French writers, adapted to the use of schools and 
private classes. Edited by J. Frost. J. Crissy, Phila. 

French Dialogues and Phrases, with an English 
translation ; consisting of thirty-six conversations on 
familiar subjects, and a collection of idioms and pro- 
verbs. The whole calculated to facilitate the study of 
the French Language, and particularly to remove the 
difficulties of speaking it; by A. G. Collot. Third edi- 





band’s establishment, a tolerably large one, could fur- 


Agents for this tT 
CONNECTICUT. : 

New Haven, H. Howe & Co, 

Harvrrorp, Roderick White. 
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA. | 

Wasuincton Crry, P. Thompson, Frank Taylor, 

George Venables. 
Grorcetown, R. Cruikshanks, 
Anexanpria, W. Morrison.” 


GEORGIA. 

Avausra, T. H. Plant. 
KENTUCKY. 

‘ Lexineton John W. Trumbuall. 

Louisv W. F. Tannehill. 
LOUISIANA. 

Francisvitwe, J. M. Bell, P. M. 
MAINE. 

Bareor, Duren & Thatcher. 
MARYLAND. 


Bautiwore, George M‘Dowell, Senr. 
Annapouis, J. Greene, P. M. 
Camaripee, C. Lecompte, P. M. 
Darnestown, L. W. Candler. 
MASSACHUSETTS. 
Nn, S. Coleman. 

Wonrcesvrer, Clarendon Harris. 
MICHIGAN TERRITORY. 

Dernoirt, E. A. Brush. 
MISSISSIPPI.” 

Natcues, F. Beaumont. 

Granp Gute, William M. Smyth. 
MISSOURI. 

Sr. Louis, Meech & Dinnies. 
NEW JERSEY. 

Trenton, D. Fenton & B. Davenport. 

Satem, J. M. Hannah. 

Painceveon, R. E. Hornor. 

NEW YORK. 

New York, Peter Hill, 94 Broadway. 

Wesv Point, J. H. Holt. 

Ausany, W. C. Little. 

Rocuester, C. & M. Morse. 

Utica, Wm. Williams. 

Burrao, A. Wilgus. 

Scuenectapy, Samuel Andrews. 
NORTH CAROLINA. 

Raxeicn, Turner & Hughes. 

Pxymourn, William A. Turner, P. M. 

Faverrevitye, J. M. Stedman. 

OHIO. 
Cincinnati, Corey & Fairbanks, Moses Dawson 
Alexander Flash, 

Cocumavs, J. N. Whiting. 

Maumee, John E. Hunt, P. M. 

Srevpenviite, J. & B. Turnbull. 

Zanesvitie, Uriah Parke. 
PENNSYLVANIA. 

Mavcu Cuunk, William H. Sayre. 

Lancaster, Thomas Feran. 

Easton, A. H. Reeder. & 

Portsvitie, B. Bannan. 

Montross, W. L. Post, P. M. 

York, D. Small, P. M. 

Pirrssuren, Johnston & Stockton. 

CuambBerssure, Matthew Smith. 

Wikeszarre, E. W. Sturdevant. 

RHODE ISLAND. 

Provivence, A. S. Beckwith. 
SOUTH CAROLINA, 

Cuar.eston, John P. Beile. 

Sowrervitie, H. Haynesworth. 

Coiumsia, B. D. Plant. 

TENNESSEE. 

Nasnvitte, C. L. Norvell, W. A. Eichbaum 
VERMONT.—Monrreuirr, George P. Walton. 
VIRGINIA. 

Ricumonp, R. D. Sanxay. 

Norrork, R. C. Barclay,—U. H. Forbes & Co. 

Pererssurc, Adrian Bourdon. 

Lyncusure, A. R. North. 

Portsmourn, U. H. Forbes & Co. 

Freperickssure, John Coakley. 

University or Viroinia, C. P. M‘Kennic. 
CANADA. é 

Quesec, Robert Roberts, Exchange. 

Montreal, A. F. Starke,—Le Clerc, Jones & Ce 

Toronto, J. Ballard. 

BrockviLitz, Wm. Bewell, Jr. & Co. 

Hamitron, James Ruthven & Co. 

Suersrooxe, E. C. Allen. 

NEW BRUNSWICK. 

Freperickron, Robert Gowan. 





tion. James Kay, Jr. & Brother, Philadelphia. 


Sr. Jouns, Alexander Robertson. 
































6 on tian (hh a2 2 Sea te oe De oe dh Ce Oe 


